214            AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
new Press headquarters. The whole installation, with censors and radio transmitters, had been uprooted from Anzio overnight and was now, we fondly hoped, being replanted somewhere close at hand. I worked my way back along the ditch and found a general move among the reporters to get back with their stories. I rejoined Yindrich and we looked round vainly for Kennedy. Slowly the awful truth dawned that, intent on filing, he could not wait, and had cleared off. The worst was that he had inadvertently taken my typewriter with him. This was terrible. I had now lost both jeep and typewriter on the eve of the biggest story of the campaign.
Looking round wildly I saw the ample form of Packard pouring into a jeep. His tousled hair was thick with dust, his grin a smudge in chalk. "Sure, hop in," he said to my request.
Things were not so bad after all. In about an hour we had found the new Press set-up, installed in an evacuated block of workers' apartment buildings. American technicians were working like fiends to get the radio in order. Once again the obvious lesson came home that the finest story in the world is useless if you have no means of communicating it. It was hours before the radio was working. Even when it did function we were all strictly rationed for words and it repeatedly broke down.
Our conducting officer, I discovered, had come forward for us again but somehow missed us. Kennedy was at the new Press headquarters and handed over the typewriter with apologies.
The majority of the British correspondents decided, in the circumstances, to stay in the neighbourhood of the Press transmitter till there was definite news that Rome was ours. Most of the villas in the neighbourhood, obviously owned by wealthy people, were undamaged but empty of furniture. Whether the furniture, curtains and bedding had been looted by the Germans or whether it had been put into store for safety, I do not know. We laid our blankets down on the bare floors of a handsome modern villa, preparing to spend the night. The house, by some whim of its unknown owner, had a curious tower. We climbed up it and through glassesp again and thehot at by the Hun.sixteen hours lifting minese had done the right thing.ers, scorched and withered palms stilld hig
